A MERE INTERLUDE
her hand, and still going on her way with the idea
of gaining more assistance. When she deemed, in her
faintness, that she had carried the alarm far enough,
she faced about and dragged herself back again. Before
reaching the now dreaded spot she met one of the men.
1 We can see nothing at all, Miss,' he declared.
Having gained the beach, she found the tide in,
and no sign of Charley's clothes. The other men
whom she had besought to come had disappeared, it
must have been in some other direction, for she had
not met them going away. They, finding nothing, had
probably thought her alarm a mere conjecture, and given
up the quest.
Baptista sank down upon the stones near at hand.
Where Charley had undressed was now sea. There
could not be the least doubt that he was drowned,
and his body sucked under by the current ; while his
clothes, lying within high-water mark, had probably
been carried away by the rising tide.
She remained in a stupor for some minutes, till a
strange sensation succeeded the aforesaid perceptions,
mystifying her intelligence, and leaving her physically
almost inert. With his personal disappearance, the last-
three days of her life with him seemed to be swallowed
up, also his image, in her mind's eye, waned curiously,
receded far away, grew stranger and stranger, less and
less real. Their meeting and marriage had been so
sudden, unpremeditated, adventurous, that she could
hardly believe that she had played her part in such
a reckless drama. Of all the few hours of her life
with Charles, the portion that most insisted in corning
back to memory was their fortuitous encounter on
the previous Saturday, and those bitter reprimands with
which he had begun the attack, as it might be called,
which had piqued her to an unexpected consummation.
A "sort of cruelty, an imperibusness, even in his
warmth, had characterized Charles Stow. As a lover
he had ever been a bit of a tyrant; and it might pretty
truly have been said that he had stung her into marriage
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